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-an, “will be so lonely!

Jackson Township’s Candidate for

County Commissioner

HANNA
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REASONS WHY

~ Jackson township republi-

cans believe you should vote
for John H. Hanna.

Because he is worthy.
Because he is qualified.

Because he has determina=

tion and honesty.

Because Jackson township

house for thirty years.

e e AR e e b oo b Sl A

o s Py e As S E A S A ks a s na s o b b n kb bl
. 8 3 % 83 A S A A LA L s B A B A 2 s m LA s s

T T T T T YT TT T ITY TR

no one in the court
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will be appreciated fully by himself and by

Township Republicans
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AN
Born in Fairfield County,
Ohio, in 1858.
Moved to Wood County 21
years ago.
Bought a farm in Jackson
township and has lived in the
township eyer since.
i Has served as trustee, as-
sessor and member of school
board,
A vote for John H. Hanna
Jackson
: [:mJ I've :):'ti.;:r been told -minc wore
T e A T T YT very unusual—brown, yes, but this
¢ '1 | very particular uncommon shade of
t #}| brown—I| don't now exactly what you
t_ C ever Il would™ call it Isu’t it lovely that dar-
L - f ling Reginnld’'s eves should be exact-
i 8 | :l! 1y that eame peculiar and unusual
Little Regmald ¢ shader
B e atons ,.,,._,,; The wearer of the chantecler hnt
| talked, apparently, without effort, Her
Io the first car which Mrs. Flyte | volee roshed on, like a high power au-
entered a Uttle girl with forgel-me- throwing out a ¢l

nots on her bonnel was standing on a
seat and reciting In a loud, clear tone
the story of Little Miss Muffett., Mrs.
Flyte hurried forward into the second |
car. |

There she found two small boys, |
watched by their admliping parents, |
playing tag In the alsle., Hag in hand, |
ghe succeeded in dodging the combat-
ants and gought a third car,

As there were no children visible in
that car she dropped gratefully into a |
sent fn front of which a bunch of very |
artificial ringlets was nodding affirma-
tion to the voluble outpouring of the
wearer of 4 chantecler hat.

It was not that Mrs, Fiyte disliked |
children. Far from it! She owned no |
houses for rent and she looked back
upon the time when her own young-
gters were around the house as the |
happiest period ot her Wfe. But, during |
the week which she had just passed
with her nlece she had becowe sfrong-
Iy convinced that It Is pessidle for a
child to be too much in the foreground
of the domestic scene.

“Elalne is, of course, a dear chlld,”
she sald to herself, “but 1 wish her
father and mother could manage, oc-
casionally, to talk about something be-
gldes her sayings and dulngs. 1 sup-
posa I tried to tell storles about my
own when they were little, but then
they were really rather unusual chil-
dren. Why, Edith walked when she
wus only eleven months old and 1
don't belleve there ever was another
child who sald as many bright things
as Henry did, But Elalne is really
very ordinary and I'm positively slck
and tired of hearing about her

Mrs. Flyte's reflectlons were Inter-
rupted by the volee of the woman with
the chantecler hat

“Dear lttle Reginald!" sald the wom-
I really ocught
to have taken an earller train."

“] wigh she had,” groaned Mrs. Flyte
inwardly, “if she's golng to sit there
and talk about dear lttle Reglnald."

Evidently, she was, for sbe contin-
ued: “You wouldn't belleve how much
he misses me! Why, the other night
I was home an hour late and the tears
gotually stood In his eyes when he
ran to meet me. He has such lovely
eyes, and they are such an unusual
color, 1 noticed lsst night that his

g¥es are exactly the color of mine,
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ramobile,
i hich drifted over tt

the gent 1t wag Reoginald's ablutions

which come in next for disenzsion.

]l of

“You just ought to see him take his
bath. He grows stronger every day,
I do belleve!™

AMra. Flyte hnd a distinet remem
brance that her children had been reg-
ularly and properly bathed duping
thelr Infancy. but thelr baths had
never tnken on the form of a publie
ceremonial. Shehad been an unwilling
witness to Elaine's UWath every
moming durlng her vislt, attendance
nt this function being, If not compul-
gory, at least eblizatory on all within
the call of Elaine™s admirlng mother.

"Did you ever see the dedr Hitle red
sweater we gave him on his birth-
dny¥?" the voice went on, “He's so
proud of {t—yes, he was three vears
old the twenty-thdrd of March—and
he'll run and get it every time 1 put
on my hat to take him out. He Isn't
willlng to go n step without i1, even
now that it Is so warm, | suppose he'll
inzlst upon wearing it all summer, We
had his ploture taken In it the other
day, Oh, you must see his pictures!
I've some of thefy here In my bag*™

The chantecler hat and the bunch of
artlficlal ringlets bent close over the
photographs while Mrs, Flyle closed
her eves upon vislons of Elnlne photo-
graphed in every posslble and lmpossl-
ble positlon—Eleine asleep and nwohe;
Eiaine dressed and undreéssed; Elglne
erying and smiling; Eilalng, In short,
In every imnginable phase of her ex-
Istence from the day of her birth to
the present thme, and each succeeding
representation, according to Elnine's
mother, jJust a little more worthy of
ont's choicest adjectives than any of
the others.

The tmin stopped. There wns o
movement In the next seat and Mrs.
Flyte opencd her eyes to see the
chantecler hat and the bunch of artl-
ficlal ringlots disappear through the
doorway.

As the traln started onward she no-
ticed something on the fleor, One of
Httle Reginald's  photographs  had
slipped through et the back of the
sent and was lying at ber fcet. 8She

glanced at it wearlly, Then she
sidled,
“Well," she remarked to  herself;

“I'm syre that doesn't make It any

better.
It was evident from the photograph
that dear little Reignald was a dog.

'TYPES GIRLS LIKE

| QUESTION AS TO WHICH NATION-
ALITY MAKES BEST LOVERS.

Over In England They Think the Eng-
and Two
American Worsn Have Sided

lishman Is Supreme,

For long i has bteen supposed that

Engiishmen do not make good lpyvers
1t i sald they are too plain, stralght-
| forward and downright. They Iack, it
:T::'.s been sugzested, the finnesse and
skill of foreign men in woolog

But the statement of Mrs. Gertrude
Atherton, the 7. American noy-
st. that ff she marrled pguain she
would marry an Englishman for cholee,
sinee he is far the most interesting
type, raises the guostion anew.

Inquiries go to show that, in the
opinlon of some pceople at any rate,
not only is the Englishman a better
lover than the Ameriean man, but
better even than the Frenchman, the
Spaniard or the Austrian.

Mrs. Atherton added that ns her pro-
fesslon made her habits and home un-
stuble, she did not intend to murry
anybody,

Put she was sure that men of other
than English nationality, and Amerl-
can men especlally, lacked the sub-
tlety of the well-bred Englishman, his
finegse and his churm of conversation
and manner,
| Another English author, who asked
thnt her fdentity might not be dis.
closed. as she did not wish to gquurrel
with Ameriean friends, spoke eyen
more definltely

“When do you ever hear of English
glrls marrying Americans?” she asked
| “There Is 0 good resson for this,
| “However wealthy thelr parents, the
majorlty of the boys in rich American

homes grow
hooligans, whilo thelr sisters are de-
veloping all the refinement and more
than the style and intelligénce of Euro.
‘pean women of corresponding soclal
position.

“These young money-grubbers of the
| states enter a ladies’ drawlng-room
| looking ke furniture removers. They
have no graces, no conversation, They
are on a lower socinl plane than their
own slsters,

“And for this reason, perhups, they
have no power to compe! the respect
of women. All true women feel the
need of 4 master, or, ns an Ameriean
would would say, a ‘boss.

. “I believe that eyery really ~ood

ous

up to be drawingroom |

woman wants to look upon a4 mnan as
literally her lord and master. But, of
course, she wants to feel that the man
fa her superior In all that matters
American women do not find that sort
of man among her own countrymen.”
| Mrs. Elizabeth York Miller, who is
herself an Amerlcan, and has only
lived in England for two years, ad-
mitted that the American husband ie
not so companionable as the English
hushand,

But Americans were very unselfish
They were more generois with thelr
money than Englishmen and allowed
thelr wives more freed.m.
| “As a lover | think the American Is
|sincere, if blunt,” she continued. “He
'says to a girl: ‘Now, look here, 1 love

|you, You sre the nicest girl I've ever
met, Let's get hitched right now.'
From a sentimental point of view

thiz 1s not idyllie, but it is stralght.
|forward.

! "“The Engllshman 1s attractive to the
Ir\mericun girl because he is g0 differ-
ent from the men she has known. She
|ean't be ‘pally* with him, and It takes
some time to understand him.—Lon-
don Mirror.

Reformer's Mistake.

The girls who have lunch in the
District bullding ladies' tearoom are
giggling over the story of the femule
reformer nnd how she got left.

It séems that the female reformer,
who 18 accupled in one of the oflices
of the Distriet building, espled a
young girl "with dresges at her shoe
tops" golng In the side door of a sa-
loon,

Woof! She telephoned to the po-
|lice and told exactly what she had
seen and where the place was.

Around came two large policemen
They surrounded the suloon. One of
them. went in at the side entrnnce
and made Investigations. He came
out laughing. The elde entrance led
|into the saloon keeper’s hquse. [
had no connection with the saloon
The young girl “with dresses at her
shoe tops"” wns the saloon keeper's
daughter and lived there. Further,
(she wus a good twentyflve years old

Agparel.

A man ougat In his clothes to con-
form something to those that bhe con-
vargses with, to the custom of the na-
tion, aud the fashion that Is decent
and general to the occasion, and his
own condition; for that is best thut
best suits with one's calling, and the
rank we live in. And seeing all men
are not Oedipuges to read the riddle
of another man's inside, and woest
men judge by appearances, it be-
hooves & man to barter for o good és
teem, even from his clothes and out-
glde. We guess the goodpess of the

pasture by the mantle we see |t
YRATE

mated than usual.

| PLACING
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The logs binzed and ernckled witk
nll the luxurious disregard of expense
which logs In the fireplace of A wenlthy
country club should have. Ouldoors n
mist turned the prospect gray. [He
fore the fire Redlands sat with a plie
of new magazines. He had decided
that the links were ton wet to negotl
ate,

Presently In fleated Mrs, Kreehle
It wias not at all the gort of day for a
woman to be at a goll ¢'ub and Red
lands frowned, He observed alse
that Mrs. Kreeble looked more anl
This cnused him
gome alarm. Redlands loves gulet and
comfort and he was very comfortable
just then.

“Oh,"” said  Mra, Kreeble as ehe
charged down the room at him. *I'm
so glad you are here! [ was Just

hoping to find some one!
help me to pick violeta!™

Come and

“Violets!" echoed Redlands, in greal

scorn, attempting to hide his fear lnt
she would Indeed make him do It. “lr
this rain? You'll catch an awful cold!”
“] have on thick shoes,” =ald hls
tormentor, sweetly, "And, look—my
husband’s ralncoat!"
"You know,” further objected HRed

lands, desperately, 1 am subject tc
tonsilitis. 1 had a terrible attack ol
it omce.”

“You are the picture of health,"” sald
Mrs. Kreeble, “Of course, Il you don't
care to—"

“I'm dying to go!"” sald
hastily, getting to hls feet with a last
look at the crackling fire,

He got an umbrella and they started,
Half a mile from the clubhouse a hlnck
cloud of wind and rain swooped down

on them. When the darkness lifted,
Mrs. Kreehle’s umbrella was wrong
slde out and her halr was coming

down.
“Let's go back,” she moaned.
Redlande took & mean advantage,
“Never!” he sald, firmly. "The only
redeeming feature of a foollsh under-
taking s really accomplishing what

you hava set out to do, We came to
plek violets, and violets 1 iIntend to
plek!"”

“Then,” said Mrs. Kreebles, as she
AW a summer house looming up

through the driving rain, “you go pick
them while I do up my hair!
those woods the grass is so long and
wet, and I shouldn’t dare go
anyhow!"

Rediands went. Belng about as wet
to his knees as It was possible for hu-
man being to be, he did not much
care. When he got t¢ the woods he
found nothing but mud. He returnc?!
to Mrs. Kreeble and reported: “There
are no violets.”

“Well,” sald Mr. Kreeble, jauntily,
bher hair now being pioned up, “it does
not so much matter, that per-
fectly lovely apple tree over there In
full bloom! 1I'd love to have some of
the blessoms! can't you manage
to—"

The upshot of it was that Redlands
climbed the small apple tree. All that
portion of Redlands which the umbrel
la had kept tolerably dry now
celved a shower bath from tue trem.
bling branches. Aleo Mrs, Kreeble
from below vociferously objected
his shaking off all the blosssms She
wondered Irritably why he had neglect-
ed to bring his knife, Finplly she he-

See

celved with an Injured air the
branches he threw down to her. That
it was a thornapple tree and Red.

lands had met mest of the collection |

on his way up and down did not inter-
est her at all.

It occurred to Mrs. Kreable
that marshy places were the best for
violets, so they hunted for a marsh,
Everything in the pouring rain looked
like a marsh, but the coveted violets
did not appear. Finally, on the stesp
banks of a little creek, some blue
blossoms showed. By lying down on
the green and reaching far out, Red-
lands managed to collect quite o hapd-
ful,

“Oh, thunk you!" erled Mrs. Kreeble
as she took them all, "Of course,
these are not many, but they'll do!
Now, let's go back!"

"Yes," sald the dripping,
disgruntled Redlands, “by
let's go boek!™

As they stepped on to the clubhouse
porch, wet, Bedrnggled, pools of wate:
flowing from thelr garments, Kreeble
himsell appeared. He surveyed them
sternly

“Even it o womnan hasn't a scrap of
sense,” he remarked lelly, “one would
naturally think a mon might
little. If you boih don't huve
nla—"

“1 belleve | am
mitted Mrs. Krieb.s
and have tea

shivering,
all means,

have n
poeuino

rathér damp,” nd

“We'd better go
John, take us to tea—
no, this Httle outlug will not have its
finishing rouch I Redlandg doesn't
get stuck for the tea also!
tea, Mr. Redlancs!’

So Redlands did.

Mr

Take us to

e —

Unapgreclated Ast.
According to an account published iy
its weekly paper, the peaple of Burgan.
a small town In Suabla, have not been
educated to n proper appreclation of
the stage. Josef Dotsenrlede, who was
the prompter of the compuany which
performed there a few weelts ago, pub
iished a letter In the Ittle paper, in
which he said: I wish to nvotlly he
theater public that | have resigned my

| place as promprer because | was com

pelled by necessity to do g0  For fHve
days my family and mysell had to sub
slst on bolled potatoes nnd tea be

cause of my small incowe Ob, art s
so jolly!"

—- -
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Redlands, |

Over In |

there, |

re- |

to |

then |

For Infirmary Director

J. H. WOLLAM

| Mark your ballot as above on May
17and you will never regret it. I
will appreciate your support and will
| perform all the duties of the office to
|the _best of my ability; practicing
| economy.

'RESPONDED TO CALL

YOUNG MAN HEARD VOICE OF
‘ DUTY AND OBEYED.

:Real Courage Displayed In Becoming
|

Center of Interest to Crowd and

Saving Wretched Horse From

Il Treatment.

The horse dragging a street plano
along the main thoroughfare of a
large New England city was so evl
dently inadequate to his task that peo-
ple turned and looked at {t. Some
langhed—it was a funny sight to them
to see such a raw-boned, half-starved
rat of a horse, dragging the gaudy in-
gtrument, with a fat man tramping
sturdily along beside 1t, but others
| looked serious. Something ought to
| he done ahout {t. The thing was an
| outrage, and why dld not the pollce
attend to {t? But whether they smiled
or frowned, nobody took any deflnite
anction.

Two young men came¢ along the
| sldewalk together. They looked at
| the spectacle In disgust, but were go-
ing on their way like the others, when
one of them hesitated, and then
stopped abruptly.

“Why doesn't somebody get that fat
villain's name, and have the soclety
that looks after animals take that
beast away from him?" he demanded
sharply of his companion,

The other gmiled.

“Why don't you?
tinently.

‘“Well, why don't I?" The other
drew a long breath, “Because I'm
afrald of having the crowd call mo A
‘butter-in’ That's the trouble with
most of us. [ wouldn't be afrald to
stand up in front of any man in sight
in an outand-out fight; and as for
that man, either of us eould turn him
over and spank him without taking
out coats off. But we're all afrald of
belng considered chicken-hearted."

“Right you are, Bllly," agreed his
| eompanion. “But I don’t see just what
you're golng to do about it."

“What I am going to do about it."
exclalmed Billy, “is to kick myself
across the street, and take the first
steps toward separating that man
from his horse! And I'm not going to
lét myself care a snap who sees me
doing it."

True to his determination, the young
man strode across the street and
stopped the procession. A moment
later, and a little crowd of interested
spectators concealed him from his
companion. The crowd grew. FPres-
ently it attracted the attention of &
distant policeman, who hurried up and
forced his way Into it. There were
slgns of lively discusalon; then the
erowd melted, and Billy rejoined hila
companion.

“That horse,” he remarked, trium-
phantly, "is now golng to be handed
aver to the soclety that takes care of
‘om. 1 felt like a fool while T was do-
Ing it, but I'm glad 1 did ic"

he nasked, per-

Precious Mexjcan Relle.

In the chapel of a monastery at
Puebln, Mexleo, 18 one of the most pre-
clous ralies of the Spanish conquest
of Amerien. It 15 a small wooden
statuctte of the Virgin Mary with the
infant Jesus In her arms. Battered
and worm-enten as it Is it {8 dressed
in silks und gold cud jewals and placad
upon the high altar for the veneration
of the faithful. For it was given to
Hernando Cortez by the Ewmperor
Charles V., and the famous conqulsta-
dor carried it throughout hia career,

The relic at one time saved the life
of Cortes during battle. But for 1t
Mexieo's history would have been dif-
f[erent.

One hand has been replaced by a
hand of sllver, This hand was shot
away by a bullet that would other-
wise have killed Cortes. He gave the
statue to Acxotecatlec, captain of the
republic of Tlaxcals, who was his ally,
Ever since his days It has remained in
the monastery, but there s now &
movement to take it to the National
pmuseum, where the ravages uof time
and worms can be checked.




